able alien. The South American republics would demand
sums of money that I would not possess as surety for
my good behaviour. Soviet Russia would have no more
use for a convicted spy than would England. Even the
Chinese wanted your passport. There would be nowhere
I could go, nowhere. And after all, what did it matter?
What happened to an insignificant teacher of languages
without national status was of no interest to anyone. No
consul would intervene on his behalf; no Parliament, no
Congress, no Chamber of Deputies would inquire into
his fate. Officially he did not exist; he was an abstrac-
tion, a ghost. All he could decently and logically do was
destroy himself.

I pulled myself together sharply. I was being hysterical.
I was not yet a convicted spy. I was still in France. I
must use my brains, think, find the very simple explana-
tion that must exist for the presence of those photographs
in my camera. I must go very carefully over the ground.
I must cast my thoughts back to Nice.

I had, I remembered, put the new spool in the camera
and taken the photographs of the carnival on Monday.
Then I had gone back to my hotel and put the camera
in my suitcase. It had still been there when I packed later
that night. It had remained in my suitcase until I had
unpacked at the Reserve on Tuesday evening. While I
had been in Toulon the suitcase had been in the con-
signe at the station. Could anyone have used it during
the two hours I was walking about Toulon? Impossible.
The suitcase was locked and no one could break it open
in the consigne, steal the camera, take those dangerous-
looking photographs, and restore the camera to the suit-
case in two hours. Besides, why put the camera back
again? No, that would not do.
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